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W THE 

ONtVERSrTY 

Of 

' BLACK SHEEP 

FROM their folded nutet they winder &r. 
Their vnya uem harah and wild; 
They Mow the beck of a bdeful itar, 
Tlieir paths are dream-b^uiled. 

Yet haply they lought but a wider range, 

Somelofqer mountiin-ilope. 
And little recked of the country itrange 

Beyond the gitei of hope. 

And haply a bell with a luring call 

Summoned their feet to tread 
Midn the cruel rocb, where the deep pitfidt 

And the lurking uttre. are spread. 

Maybe, in afrite of thdr tameleat dayi 

Of outcast Ubcrty, 
They're uck at heart for the homely way* 

Where thdr gathered brodien be. 

And oft at night, when the plum fidl dark 
And the hills loom large and dim. 

For the Shepherd's voice- they mutely hark. 
And thnr souls'go out to him. 

Meanwhile, "Black sheep! BUck sheep!" v 
"7. . 

Safe, in the inner bid ; 
And maybe they hear, and wonder why. 

And marvel, out in the cold. 
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"THE MORN IS FINE" 

THE mom ii fine, the wind imelb nreet ; 
The nomad man that lurka in me 
Arouses, uid I ^n would meet 
The fellowship of vagruKy 

Along the mountain toadt of day. 

Hail, fi>ot-fiu«n &om near and &r ; 
Ye who do love the wandering way 

Of Beauty, show what stuff ye are. 

And lace the westward -luring path : 

The hours are youn 'twixt dawn and ni^t ; 

And rince that Yoath'i vik aftennath 
Is Memory — me the day aii^t. 

That by the fire, whm evening's her^ 
Your cronies gathered close around. 

The old-time deeds may twinkle dear. 
And peace be in the b>ck-Iog's sound. 
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THE WORLD PLAY 

("and all the men and women mekelt 
playem") 

THE cntTance-piicc yon wiUy-nilly pay. 
Sit with yourkind, takepleuure, ifyonnujr. 
Or puzale at the meaning of die play. 

Ctmtdy 
The homon of the dme, the painted show 
Of character, the Aide lalt of wit ; 
Now, laaghter lifts it high, now, tender woe 
For a pale moment o'er the stage mutt Sat, 
To make the main plot merrier ; maldt and men 
Teach life ii sweet and love may come again. 

MeUdrama 
See how the swaihbucklen swagger ! 

Hark to the villain's dark cry ! 
Much is a-doing and many are ruing. 

Innocents, dettined to die. 
Haply, with thrust of a dagger. 
Eril frustrate and virtue tried and true, 
Romance, adventure, alright, and derring-do. 
The Garth's wide passicms served up hot for you ! 

Farct 
See the buffiwa'a ftc cheeki ballooning out I 
Thwack t the lath sword descends, guffaws are 

rife 
'Midst gallery gods, with many a boorish ihout 
Of approbaUon. Yet, 'tis port of life, 
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T^ And honest tCK), — the grtmmarleu, crude hemrt 

^^^ Of one's own IdnunCD, and thia stir-aboat 
^ h wholesome, though it lack the soul of ut. 

Tragedy 
Slow erdudon to a fatefiil dose ; 
Deepest of dramas knocUng at our soul ; 
Glints of the gay, but gloom that spreads and 

Towards some aardonic end, the gruesome goal 
Of all the light, the motion, and the glee 

Pranked out Mgh-heartedly, 
Behind man's quest and woman's sacrifice. 
Bravery and risk and Ime of ardent eyes, 

Quiedng the stir. 
Mingling mould-odors with love's sweetest mynh. 
Forever looms and glooms the sepulchre ! 

BfiUgiu 
Great Watcher of the whole, the modey shift 
Of play and counterplay, sole Cridc, who 
Must understand, because Creator too ; 
Prompter and playwright both : the curtains lift 
And M, while joy and sorrow interweave ; 
We know full well what time to smile or grieve. 
No more ; the ultimate meaning's shut &om view. 
The world-play act by act moves on, and we 
Are shaken by its moods, — mirth, anguish, 
mystciy. 
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THE HUMAN TOUCH 

TIGH thonghu aod noble in oil buds 



Hi< 



L Help me; my (oul it fed by nich. 
But >li, the touch of lips and handt, — 

The human touch ! 
Wsrm, vital, close, life's symbob dear, - 
These need I most, and now, and here. 
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NOSTALGIA 

ALL through their Urei men bmld or droun 
them homet, 
Longmg for petce uid qmet uid hotuehold 
love; 
All through their lira — though oSeiing heca- 

To worldly pleuure* and the »how> thereof. 

And at the Uit, life-aick, with still tike tune 
Unconquenble deure within thor bieut. 

They yeam for heaven and murmur its detr name. 
Deeming it, more than mortal homes are, blest. 
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OLD SONGS 

THERE ii many r ample song one hetn. 
To aD outworn tune, that ituu the tears ; 
Not for itself — for the buried years. 

Perchance 'twas heard in the days of youth. 
When breath was buoyant and words were truth ; 
When joys were peddled at life's gay booth. 

Or maybe tt founded along a lane 

Whczc She walked with you — and now again 

You catch Love's cadence. Lore's cdd sweet pain. 

Or else it stole through a room where lay 
A dear one dying, and seemed to say : 
" Love and death, they shall pan away." 

It rises out of the Long Ago, 

And that is the reason il shakes you lo 

With pain and pasaoo and buried woe. 

There u many a umple song that brings 
Prom deeps of living, on viewless wings. 
The tender magic c^ bygone things. 
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THE FOREFATHER 

TERB It the countiy inn, 

" " n my quiet bed. 

And the irdent onrush of annies 
ThrotM and throbs in my head. 

Why, in tins calm, sweet place. 
Where only ulence is heard. 

Am I 'wire of the crash of conflict — 
Is my Mood to battle stiired ? 

Without, the night is blessed 

With the smell of pmes, with stan 

Within, is the mood of slumber. 
The healing of daydme scan. 

"I^ ttrange — yet I am thnll 

To epic agonies : 
The tumult of myriads dying 

la borne to me on the breeze. 

Mayhap in the long ago 

My fore&ther grim and starii 

Stood in some hell of carnage. 
Faced forward, fell in the dark ; 

And I, who have always known 
Peace, with her dove-like ways. 

Am gripped by his martial spirit 
Here in the after days. 
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I cuinot rightly tcU : 

I Ik, from sll itreu apart. 

And the ardent onrush <^ anniet 
Soigei hot through my heart. 



D,ni;=rtNGoogle 



TO-MORROW AND TO-DAY 

TO-MORROW hath a rue, sUuring totmd ; 
To-diy ia very prose ; and yeC the twain 
Are but one viaion teen through altered eyes. 
Our dreams inhalut one ; our stress and pain 
Surge through the other. Heaven is but to-day 
Made lordy with to-morrow's hce, for aye. 
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THE POLAR QUEST 

T TNCONQSJERABLY, in«i TCDture on the 

And Mck an ocean impUmde uniailed, 
Cold, vir^n, awftl. Scombg tut tnd reat. 

And heedlen of the heroei who have fiuled. 
They face the ke fioei with a dauntleu zeat. 

The polar quest ! life's offer to the itrong ! 

To pan beyond the pile, to do and dare. 
Leaving a name that *ttrs u* like a «ong. 

And making captive some itrange Otherwhere, 
Though grim the conqneU, and the labor long. 

Forever courage kindlea, faith movei forth 
To find the mTitic floodway of the North. 
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WAR NOTES 

I Paue Peacb akd Tkve 
' I ""HERE is a peace wherem tnin'i mood u 

Like cloudi upon a windleu lununer day 
The houn float by ; the people take no shame 

In alien mocb ; like children are they gay. 
Such peace 'a craven-bought, the cost is great j 
Not so ii Doorished a puissant state. 

There ia a peace amidst the shock of arms 
That satisfies the soul, though all the air 

Hurtles with horror and is rude with harms ; 
Ijfe's gray gleanu into gdden deeds, and 

c/ where, 

while swords slept, umighteouuieai was 

Wrong Cakes her death-blow, and from 9un to 

That darion C17 My Csmttry ! makes men one. 

II "ErraAs" 

THE cTOCuKt in the Square 
Lend a winsome touch to the May ; 
The clouds are vanished away. 
The weather is bland and fair ; 
Now peace seems everywhere. 
Htrk 10 the nracous, sullen cries : 
" Extra I Extra \ " — tersely fli« 
The news, and a great hope mounts, or diet. 
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About the buUedn-bomli 

Dark knots of people lurge ; 

Stnuned fices show, then ma^ 
In the inconsfHcuoiu hordes 
That yet ue the Naticm't lord*. 

'■ Extra ! Extra I Big fight at tea ! " 

Wai the luck with lu ? la it victory ? 

Dear God, they died for you and me I 

Meanwhile the ctocums down the ttt«et 
With heaven'i own patience are calm and sw« 

m Pao Patkia Moai 

AS a gold and scarlet sunset 
Glories a sombre day. 
That else were all nnmemoried. 
Dying in dusk away : 

Great acts man's day emblazon, 
God's lilies out of life's mud ; 

The splendid flower of heroes 
Out of a soil of blood. 

The date of the deed } Who recks it } 
Such moments are timeless thii^. 

Of old, Leonidas thrills us. 

He travels on Fame's wide wii^ ; 

Or, blidie through the Russian bullets. 

Rushes the Light Brigade 
To death — and the whole world echoes 

The sound of the charge they made. 
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And now, — with the ancient tbJot, — 

In the dutch of ■ tropic sun. 
Our own Rough Riden conquer. 

Though the foe be four to one. 

The date of the deed ? "Tli nothing I 

Count it by tern or cheen. 
For the men who die for Country 

Have naught to do with the yean I 

IV Pakade) 

Cw/i* DiifUj 

THE untfbrms gleam bright, and bands galore 
Play np the feet that *tep in time fiill gay ; 
This soldiering looks handsome ; hark, the roar 
That rends .the very skies of Sprit^ to-day 
From motile muldtudes who line the way. 
Behold the grace and gallantry of war 1 

Tbt Ritarn »f tbi f^tttrani 

Beneath grey gloom they tramp along : their tread 

La<^ rhythm } bded, Muled, and tcra their 

They wot of storm and peril, wounds that bled, 
And pains beyond imaginadon's guest. 
The lookcts-on, struck mute by tcndemesa. 
Hardly huzza : it is as if the deaji 

Walked with the quick, Beneath a brooding 

Ay 
The bronzed and battered veterans limp b^. 
16 



D,niz=rtNGoogle 



V Decokation Dat 

THE xaa of advetdty «re sweet ; 
Red war, the liut of conquest it fcM'got ; 
Beneath bland skies a narion stays her feet. 

To laud the hero, grace hii sleepiag-spot ; 
For every drop of blood old swords have let. 
The rose, the lilj, and the violet. 
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THE SPHINX 

WHAT ii her ulence uying. 
As the peen from her itony ejct, 
Cretnue of musivc stenmeu. 
Woman of motutront Kxe } 

Ever the «ge* »k it 

Of the Ddty of the Sands, 
And the Spirit of Egypt *n»wen. 

The Rndent one of the lands ; 

" Drought n my otd-dme menice, 
Rtin brings my happy while, 

I blossom forth like a garden 
With the flooding of the Nile. 

*■ It means good grain for my people. 
Yea, life for my nuudt and men ; 

My kings in thdr great hewn sepulchre*. 
E'en they grow joyfiil thm. 

" In the Sign of the Lion stately. 
In the Sign of the Vlr^ too. 

Do die waters come upwelling. 
And the fields turn fair to vievr. 

" So of old my servants buUded 
The Sphmz; she rose amain, 

A shape hali beast, half human. 
Above the boniJng plain ; 
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" For R nire, etemil token 
Of KvercDce and praise, 

A Mcrifice to Father Nile 
Done in dte elder dayc 

"And if, in Time't later lapses, 

lunumerous aliens come 
To guess tU her mystic semblance. 

And her front sccnu riddlesome, 

" My race mil comprehend her. 
Their goddess, and laud her high 

In her worship of the waten 
Beiteath a rainless sky." 
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CrriES OF ELD 

IN the Orient uplands alar. 
Beyond the roof of the world. 
Strange buried cities are. 

Where over the winds have whirled 
And the Sky's bleak gtormingj twirled 

For century -sweeps of time. 
They lie deep hid in the slime. 

Or frore in their andent shroud. 
Careless of clear or cloud, — 

But dimly imagined of man. 

There once the opulent East, 

With sumptuous caravan 
And blithe bazar and feast, 

Rqoiced in the gifts of life ; 
And love allured, and strife 

Wag wine to the conqueting strong. 
There women with ardent eyes 

Drew souls to sacrifice. 
And the day of worit seemed long 

Till it brought the night of rest. 
When the inatniments of the dance 

Made the hours a happy trance ; 
And jeweb were thrown to the beat 

In mt or story or song. 

The silver of temple bells 

Clove through the sunset gold, 

Or else, in these cities <AA, 
Called the early to prayer. 
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When the iwtrt, tmhunying throng 

Paced to thor altan there ; 
The ipleDdid piUan upioared 

Circled with punted tcenei 
From the midst of the fbreil greens ; 

And mubled foon taint plashed 
And sworda procciuonal flashed. 

When the ga^nng crowds stood fast. 
Beholding some mighty lord 

Go by, with his pomp of state. 



Alas, for the M of fate ! 

Look ! there is nothing there ; 
Listen ! no sound is heard. 

Save haply a vagrant iMrd 
Or a wind-wail, or the blare 

Of thunder ; — there is no worth 
Of merchandise, no mtrth. 

No lyric word of love ; 
Great, savage souiu of earth 

Cover the marks thereof. 
"ITs only bit now and then 

That venturesome modem men 
Set forth on a hard-won quest 

From the fresher world of the West, 
To stand in that silent Vast 

And remember them of the Past. 
"Tis scarcely more than a dream. 

This olden worship and lust. 
This fragrance smothered in rust. 

This beauty of tr ' 
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A lymphony tunk to a incHUi, 

A fiunine titer a feut ; 
The most are like to the least ; 

The towers are razed, are prone. 
Yea, all of the folk are dust 

And even their gods unknown. 
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A CHOPIN PRELUDE 

A CERTAIN Chopin prelude once I heard. 
Strive IS I miy to teU, no mortal word 
Can all-^xpreas that mmic. like a bird 
My loul went up the blue — the aweeteit pain. 
The deepest passion, love without a stain, 
A high and holy yearning that had lain 
Buried, ^d come in a wUte company^ 
In tremulous procesuon, unto me. 
For an immortal moment I was free 
O' the flesh, and leaped in spirit and was 

With beauty, shaken by nu^ic of that song. 
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THE WAYS RETURN 

MANV the wayf that maa most iarc. 
The roads run up and down ; 
Some thrid the couniry hillsidee £ur. 
Some tlink within the town. 



Some tornuHU are and hard to keep. 

But othcn dip along 
Where gardens grow and fbuntaini leap 

And speech ia sweet, and song. 

Some stretch away 'tnidst alien lightt, 
'Midst strange, fiu'-lying things ; 

Others be near the native lightt. 
Nor reck of jaumeyinga. 

And oh, the lingering, long quest. 
The stumblings, triumphs, pain. 

The while man &rCB it east and west 
Ere he return again. 

But one boon, one, is sure to be. 

How ftr Boe'er he roam : 
At last the wandering ways agree. 

At last they lead him home. 
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THE ELEMENTAL JOYS 

THE elemental joys ! How &t rwi^ 
And dim they seem, amidst the modem fret ; 
The tumultuous probings, and the eyca tCM-wet ; 
The dark forever creadiag on the day ! 

The elemental joys ! And yet. 

Behold them close at hand ! The open sky. 
And all her sweep and thrill ; the open fire. 
Sleeking the body to its heart's de^re ; 

The white hands of the chosen home-mate — why. 
They all ore goodly-nigh. 

Nor is death any greedier than of old: 
So, comrades, let us foot it free and bold, 
A^^ song and love and solace like a bo^'s — 
The elemental joys ! 
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THE NORTH LIGHT 

THE ARTUT 3PEAJO 

GIVE me the room with r dear north U^t 
To punt my [nctures in ; 
For how may the utiat piint uight. 
And meed etenul win, 

Unlesi the sun come temperately 
Through the roof there, overhead ? 

Yea, the clear north light ia the light for me. 
As the dark is for the dead 1 

If 1 let the fervid south fierce shine 

On the creatures of my brush. 
They are passion-warped, for the heat, like wine. 

Will set my blood a-rash ; 

Whereat, the artist, like God on high. 

Must work in no hot wiiim ; 
Aronsed, yet calm, with a steady eye, 

Wmie the centuries gaze at him. 

There it love that lasts and a patience long 

In hit forms and colors sure ; 
And the light he needs, that he go not wroi^ 

Is a high light, sane and pure. 

When the great Thought comes and the gleam of 

There is warmth divine in his loul; 
But the labw drugs him hour by hour 
And &i away is the goal ; 
36 
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So, for Buatay, ind the deed well done, T> 

He must deuise hii ught of til 
The quick distempen ln«d in the sun 

That Uite weak men in thnll. 

Must nunc the spuk and the vision swift 

In the chastened light of the sky ; 
That die work, thongb alow, have a heavenward 
lift. 

That the Beauty may not die. 

In the place where the pictures have their birth 

Give me a north light clear. 
With more of God and lesa of earth 

In the quiet atmoiphere. 
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UGHT AND SHADE 

THIS one knows joy, and mvs ; ** Ah, 
Ijft is aweet ! " 
And sorrow thu one : " Nay, 'ds drowned in 

Meanwhile, the picture is made all complete 
By God, great Chiaroscurist of the yean. 
Who uses light and shade, and in whose thought 
The whole is dearly limned and calmly soi^ht. 
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CHILD-PLAY 

AS children pUjr with toys, 
So men with hopes and &nciea : 
The little ones with romp and noise 

Build card-frail, gold romances ; 
Their elders through the perilous years 
Build dreams — and wake to toil and tears.. 

But, old or young the same. 

The glittering baubles please them ; 

And be it fame or game. 

These make-believes release them 

From iron circumstance, from drear 

Realities that choke them here. 
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LIFE 
l^RIENDLY ii itands, yoa Inn opon the plain. 
And keen the l«nip« bum through the cryptic 
night. 

How jocund Mund the voices, and how bright 
The cheer ! how warm the hounng from the rain I 

The traTcIler, once arriTed, fbrgeta dte long, 
BUnk joamey leading thither ; all the dim, 
Myjterious days are nodiing now to him. 

Seated tinidtt the food and wine and long. 

But when, the reckoning paid, hii comndea fled. 
He iiep* upon the road and movca away, 
IKs toul i» puzzled sore — he cannot say 

What Inn it was, or by whom tenanted. 
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THE ETERNAL FEMININE 

FOREVER dull ihe beckon. Men may prate 
Of cnttom, fiuUon, chui|e, — bdU doth ihe 
can 
To high endeavor ; dreanu bpgotten thence 
Turn with the day to deedi cuvalric ; vowi 
Amc pledged eternally before t!)ii ihrine 
WhoM taper-light! are stan, whoie choristen 
Are lonli bowed down with Beauty. Years on 

yean 
But 1^ the gannenti of the irorthippen. 
The tight, the lure, are conitfot. All too brief 
la Time wheron to follow froni aiar 
The Way of Wonder leading down to Lore. 
Look, at the alley-end the away* and amilet. 
Fresh ai a nxim-tnrth, fiir at paradiie, — 
Yet andent as the moaning of the tea I 
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A WESTERN SCENE 

THE land pnti on a haggard ]odk ; 
For branchless bole* of trees uprise 
In straggling groups, in tragic wise. 
Black, weather-beaten, God-forsook. 

Upon the plain, in high relief 

Against wide heaven, you may see 
Them flaunt spectacular misery. 

Stamping a summer scene with grief. 

Yet «omewhile in the long ago 
Blossomed and bloomed an Eden-show 
Of beauty here — where now is this 
Bleak picture of a wilderness i 
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THE MODERN. SAINT 

NO monkish garb he weirs, no beads he tells. 
Nor is immured in walls remote from strife. 
But from his heart deep mercy ever weUs ; 
He looks humanely forth on human life. 

In place of missals or of altar dreams. 

He cons the passioned book of deeds and days ; 

Striving to cast the comforting sweet beams 
Of charity on dark and noisome ways. 

Not hedged about by sacerdotal rule. 

He walks a fellow of the scarred and weak. 

Ijberal and wise his ^fts ; he goes to school 
To Justice ; and he turns the other cheek. 

He looks not holy ; simple is his belief; 

His creed for mystic vinons do not scan ; 
His face shows lines cut there by others' grief. 

And in his eyes b love of brother-man. 

Not self nor self-aalvation is his care ; 

He yearns to make the world a sunnier clime 
To live in ; and his misuon everywhere 

Is strangely Bke to Christ's in olden time. 

No mediaeval mystery, no crowned, 

Dim figure, halo-ringed, uncanny bright, 

A modem saint : a man who treads earth's ground. 
And ministers to men with all his might. 
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SEALED ORDERS 

WE bear Kided orders o'er life's wdterediea. 
Our haven dim md fiir ; 
We am but man the helm tight cheerily. 
Steer b^ the brighten itar. 

And hope that when at Ia>t the Great Command 

Is read, we then may hear 
Our anchOT song, and sec the longed-fi» land 

Lie, known and very near. 
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BLACK OAKS 

THE leivet of the black oak linger the 
winter through 
In the woodi of the wide Northwest ; leech- 
like they^ cling 
To the branch, ind they nowise yield to 
Might and mow, 
Aeaencet dun and mystic ; oft u the view 
Framed in their subtle richness ; oft they ring 
Horixons else remote u the Long Ago. 
The leaves of the black oak bide, and for me 

their grace 
Has a conjuring (ouch of home, of a dear lost 

I forget the pLsint, I behold New England's fiue. 
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HAYING-TIME 

IN the meadoi^ the men are haying : 
I can hear the creak of the can, 
I can lee the play of the muscles, 
And the honest sweat outstart. 

But the blue sky, calm and ample. 
With tranquil speech doth say : 

" Why sweat, O ye tiny toilers. 
When your work is for a day I " 
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CHANGELESS 

LOVE hath fiiU many sembbmces : Now this 
Fair iace doth lure, now yonder wnile re- 
makes 
A Sony world ; now at a mad-cap kiss 
We build uQicable dreams ; the vision take* 
A myriad forms, and hath the charm thereof. — ■ 
But ever, in the background, soareth Love, 
One deathless creature poised beyond, above ! 
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" IN SPEAKING OF THE LITTLE ONES 
WE LOVE" 

IN speaking of the little onet we love 
Out aoula grow wann uid tender : Voung-of- 
Yean 
So helpless seems, yet nliant, tnisiiDg all 
It sees, and putting &ith in the Unseen ; 
Deeming the whole cold-hearted outer worid 
A mother-enUtrace, a bosom for its sleep. 

We men are litde ones before high God : 
In pain. In uckneas, and in moods that yean 
For consolation, or when we tntnist 
Our [Hgmy bodies to their night-still beds. 
The s[nrit feels its youth and feebleness 
And turns liite any weak, perplexed child 
Toward home, toward fiither, mother, and the 

Indwelling, known of old, and longed for still, 
'Midst infinite bairenneu and all unrest. 

We men are little ones before hi^ God : 
The boasts of brain, the passions of the nund 
Ak nothmg, set beside the one brief hour 
Of faith re-bom, calm dratmi, and utter lore. 
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GOSPELS 

TWO Gotpelt there ire of the yvm 
That haunt men, and follow them after : 
And one u the Gospel of teats. 
The other the Gospel of laughter. 

The Gospel of lau^ter ii good, 

For it sweetens the gall of our soirow ; 

llierethrough b slow anguish withstood 
And the a^nrit trussed up for the morrow. 

The Gospel of tears is divine. 

For it makes us draw closer together. 

And shows us the beacon and ugn 
Of souls, in life's stonniest weather. 

IVo Gospels there are of the years. 

Rich-crowning onr grief and our pleasure : 

The Gospd of laughter, of tears, 
With meanings that man ma/ not n 
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TRAVEL ^ 

I SIT in mine house it eue. 
Moving nor ibot nor hand ; 
Yet sail through unchartered teat 
And winder from land to land. 

And though I niay travel &r. 
It is always well with me ; 

I can come from an outmost star 
At a touch, at a call from thee. 
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THE QUEST OF SUMMER 
I 

I HAD been wiiriitg long . 
For iu comii^ 
Fot the time of bird-song 
And the humming 
Of the beeg and the imell of May grass. 
Till it seemed that the winter ileep never would put 
To the buoyant bright waking of sunimer. 
Sweet comer, 
With the mood of a lore-plighted law. 

Bnt it came. 
In ■ gannent of seiuitive flame 
In the west, and a royal blue sky averhead. 
With exuberant breath and the bloom of all d^i^ 
Hanng wonden and wings. 
Being risen date from the dead. 
Yes, it came with a finsh 
Of ^ed flowers, and a turbulent rush 
Of spring-loosened waters, and an odoKNU bnilt 
At nighdall, — and then I wo* glad 
With the ^dness of one who f<v militant months 
has been sad. 

Then for days. 
In the warm noon haze. 
In the freshness of morning or ipirit-still mood of 
the night. 
My delight 
Wat wordless and deep, was a benison straight 
from my God ; 
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For the eky ind die sod 
'^ Were mtrvelB, ind Uvii% ■ jay, ud dun winter a 

But therewith 
Crept a change, — no iwift ipaim of nature, no 

death 
Of bri^mess and beauty, but soberer drawing of 
breath 
That follows on rapture j no pall 
Of sorrow, but si^endid and bountcooa Fall, 
Whose vdl is soft silver, who heralds a fesdval 
Of harvests and hopes and desires. 
Around whose fires 
Dance satyrs and nymphs and young Bacchus the 

jocund, whose shapes 
Aie purply with time-ntist> and grapet. 

Then I knew 
How September's niost opulent blue 
Must mei^ in October's calm gold. 
As ever of old ; 
A month thorough-thrilled with the prescience of 
ultimate pain ; 
That agun 
Would follow November wind-writhen and sere, 
Then winter, a wild-mannered lere. 
So I said : " I will hasten from here, 
I will win to what climes are more winsome and 



Where skyey beatitudes are, and no storm 
May startle them out of their passionless norm 
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Where release Tit QtuU 

Prom weathen ihall lost through each day of the 'fSummtt 

So long ai below is the earth and above U the 

So when Ae seuon came of hooded slues. 

Of wailing voices and of cheerless ways, 
I ventnred forth upon this sole emprise. 

Nor saw my mother-land for many days. 

II 
Soft slmnbroiu breathii^ of the enchanted noon 
That drift and sift across the lapsed lagoon ; 
The hush c£ heat, and for a constant tune 
The languid nlver swash of Southern seas. 

The cocoa palms seem tranced iq>on the air 
With cassia odorous ; all bright and bare 
Of sails the sea ; the coral ree6 gleam &ir 
Along the beach, and boom the big swart bees. 

Here in this island-haunt a soul may rest 
like to a child upon the mocher'breast. 
Dreaming no dream that ia not smooth and blest. 
Nor waking save lo solaces as dear. 

Night follows noon, and then each star above 
Looms like a moon and pulses life and love ; 
The waters moan as moans a rapt while dove. 
And whilom water-fowls make clamor clear. 
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Tkt QiKtt How long have I been here ? Ah, who nn tell ? 
fl''"^""'*^ The hours lie but ettMyi of TWe — no bell 
Tinkla to vnm the isluiden ; but well 
They know the day-d«wn : It wm yestetyetr. 

Perchance, or yesterday ; it matters not, 
llere are no hounding cares to make a blot 
Upon Life'i fiice, to roiue the tranced tpot 
Into tmeate and boding) fraught with few. 

How am I e'er be Md, to bathed in bHat 1 
Here ii unceanng smnmer ; here, I wis, 
One need but £e and watch the aky-line kiM 
The waves, and pluck the pappy in the sand. 

Unceasng summer, aye ; . , and &r frooi 

How many countless league) tcross the foam 
The sail-ttck mariner must rock and roam 
Before he ^ht the long-withoMen land I 

And there are icy wind and barren snow. 
And here all trojnc splendors bloom and blow ; 
Then who would leave it, ntti be loth to go 
PrtHu pleasance such to breaat a wintry dime ? 

Lo, jbr the asking, lemons, mangoes, milk, 
And berries, shedding fragrance ; soft as ulk 
The bed whereon I ^e, the brenes ilk 
Tliat fan my &ce, the bath at moming-time. 
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Below, a myriid ctHan on the nrtli, 7^ Qmett 

Around, r shifting minde, ■ Wrth ^Summti 

Of beauty new, and erer wonder-woith ; 
Above, the great deep si^phire of the dcy. 

It were a marrel did a man regret 
Within this June eternal : ah, but yet 
I feel mine eyei north-gazing, someEiinea wet. 
Mayhap it ia mere lurfeit of delight. 

Or u it love anchlonging for the lost 
Keen raptoret of a country tempctt-toMcd, 
By all the savageriea of nature crosied 
And crowned with cold, aa kingi with drclets 
bright? 

Nay, aik me not { but 1 must now away. 
Seeking my native land, ai wanderen may, 
Homeuck, and taught by every flawless day 
How better than all else the old-time things. 

I most away — so fetch my Uthe canoe 

To dare the foam and tread the sea-Jialls Uoe. 

A swift farewell, O Isle of Dreams, to you, 

Southern Cross, see where In heaven it 
swings. 

UI 

1 came with the winds and the weather 

To the well-belovfd place. 
And I recked not a rose-worth whether 
Sere winter had showed his fiice 
4S 
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Thi Qnist On the sea and the land, 

o/SMmmtr !„ jhc icy air, 

Or whether the year was bland and £ur ; 
All weather was seemly weather, 
Becaose it was homelite there. 
In those sunshine isles of the Southern sea 
The old keen joyance had slipt Ironi me, 
I sated soon of the ceaseless boon 
Of drowsy days by the still lagoon. 

But now my thoughts were interblent with tsrdi 
And blandishments of morning ; all the land 

Was lorely past the putting it in words. 

Yet changefiil as a maid who give^ her hand. 

But wilt not do it wantonly, for iear 

It make her seem less dear. 

So the secret was won forever. 

And I hugged it tight to my breast : 

How the life all-aummered, never 
Knows passion nor joy's behest. 

How the spring change wakes to rapture 

The spirit so long asleep. 
And the May month seems to capture 

A bliss that is twofold deep 

When it follows hard on a sullen dme 
Of cheerless fields and of limping rhyme. 
With a lyric thrill and a burst sublime. 
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So my quest of aummer wri over ; 
The tune of com aad of clover. 

Of robin and rose and radiant houra. 
Came to my door ai a welcome guest. 
Welcome with birds and flowen. 
And I feasted fine in the warmth and scent ; 
But when 'twas o'er I was well content, 
Fadng the sober fkil with zest ; 
Nor winter frore 
Could evermore 
Be aught bat a rough-wayed friend to me, — 
A friend who had preached high-heartedly 
Courage, ftith in the good-to-be. 

For the sweetest of all season* 
Is that which follows pain. 
And the best of winter's reasons 
Is the summer here agun. 
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ON THE UNE 

A LITTLE [Mcnire hnng — its peicefnl 
stretch 
Of sunny field ; iti glimpse of shady l»ae 
Wherrin the cattle, jtragglers ponderous. 
Made leisurely advance ; its distant hills 
That left the background dreamy, and above, 
Bej'ond, the smnmer sky white-flecked with 

cloud, — 
Dulled down and killed berauK on either nde 
Were canvases of other themes and tones. 
The eye, confiised by these so viHant thoughts. 
Must wander helplessly, nor stay to judge 
The padent ardst's meaning; so the small 
And modest picture missed its due eSect. 

'TwBs bought by one who had the seeing soul. 
One day he showed it me within a room 
Where all was hannonlzed to suit its mood. 
I found it hard to think my memory 
Had played me false, so foully disesteemed 
The treasure that mine eyes must now behold : 
The wealth of coloring, the breadth and range. 
The worship breathing through and under all. 

"Tit thus with men. Alive, they jostle past. 
Shoulder to shoulder with some &llow-man 
Who draws our gaze away. We hardly know 
If they be gods or ghosts, so carelessly 
We sense thor presence. Death lifts up hts hand 
And beckons once ; they follow, leave die crowd. 



We atrught collect tHeir word* *nd 

Abstract our thoughts from off the bosy world, 
And study all thit went to nuke them me, 
Undl they stand disburdened and declared. 
Then, next, we garnuh np a pedestal. 
Unused befote, and lift thdr image high 
For wise posterity in after-tim 



ir wise posi 
D hnmUy [ 



panic and view them, i 
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CLEAR HEAVENS 

THE tky i$ wind-swept, and the golden air. 
Rain-washed, is crysol-clear and keen to 

The hilli since yesterday have shaken off 
Their dim aloo&ess, and uprise so near. 
Clean cut and purple 'gainst the brow of mora. 
They startle you. There is a btilliancy 
Set hke a seal on earth and heaven ; it seems 
As if all Nature made her ready for 
Some festival, some august guest to come 
And tany for a day. Some joy-to-be 
Haunts in the fielc^ inhaluu all the woods. 
And thrids the blue ; new e'en night's darker 

mood 
Dispels the strong illusion : unce the stars 
Shine brighter than thdr wont, and breezes blow 
The message, " Patience ; it will all come true." 
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TWO BARDS 

A BARD who wrote in mrei 
Once made a heathen hymn. 
It hid this stem refiiin. 
That moved as thou^ in pain : 
" The nnder-glimpie of grarei 
Makei the sea gtim," 

A south-land singer sung 

With happy heart and free. 
The living, not the dead. 
He dealt with, and he said : 
" The world is glad and yoaag. 
And good to me." 



And ever sii 

Is shuttled back and forth 
Between these singers twain 
Of glad and sad refrain : — 
The southland wann and kind. 
The iHtter nonh. 
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PLAINT OF THE PINE 

I FOUND « pine that shot in loleinii bole 
Twice fifty fccc against the lununer sky 
From out a sunlesi gor^ ; and sad of soul 
It seemed, until I sought to qnetiion why ; 
Whereat the tree moaned darkly — made this 
strange reply : 

" I am troubled betimes, I am sad in my sleep. 
Foreboding the day I shall stager and leap 
And tremble through tempests o'er seas that are 
deep. 



My stimre and girth but a mock ; they will break 
My branches and rend me for merchanting's 
uke. 

" Etemal-nnease shall be portioned to me, 
A creature finn rooted and fain so to be, — 
Eternal miease on the shifting, loud sea, 

■■ For each to bis nature ; and mine is to grow 
Tall, sombre, and stcadiast, and gtarely a-row 
With brothers as grave, while the centuries go. 

*' I am troubled betimes, I am sordy oppressed. 
As I ponder and dream on my modkcr-earth't 

Iwtast, 
Wth ■ ftar of the ocean, that knowcth not rest. " 
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TRAGEDIES 

TWO kinds there uv : the one theatric, bold, 
A murder, maybe, horrible to see, 
lives lost by fire or flood, and bodies cold 
That speak some tale of awliil agony ; 

The other, mumming 'neith a milder name : 
A human soul that as the days go by 

Sinks deeper down mto some pit of shame. 
Yet knows the scars shine sUveiy and high. 
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FLASHES 

A PLASH of the lightning keen! 
And lo! we know that, miles on miles. 
The dim, lost land ii lying green. 

It brimi our heart with joy, the whiles. 

To see that through the thick night-screen 

Pull many a meadow smiles and smiles. 

A flash from the poet's brain! 

The meaning of the many yean. 
That mazefiil seemed, grows very plain j 

The level lands of gloom and tears 
I£nt holy hdghts, turn brif^t tpda ; 

The night a tnnfflent thing appean. 
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ALONG die rotd in the month of June 
With all the roses in their prime. 
The laurel blooms and hears the tune 
Of all the birds, ibr 'ds thdrdme 
Of fullest, Surest rin^g. 

And no man meets awake, a-dieam, 

A duntier pink on lady-ckeek 
Than paints those duicered cups that seem 
' like nuns demure and over-meek. 
So close together clinging. 

Some flowers are for cit^ walks. 

And some o'er love's light lattice djmb ; 
And some are noisome on their stalks. 

While others scent the summer lime 
In quiet garden closes. 

But most of all, methinks, I love 

Along some road of solitude 
To see the laurel, flower of 

A simpler yet a sweeter mood 
Than any mood of roses! 
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MARY MAGDALEN 

AT d»wn she lought the Sanour slain. 
To kisa the spot where he htd Uin 
Aod weep w«nn tears, like Spring-time nin 

When lo! there itood, unstained of death, 
A man that spake with slow, sweet breath ; 
And " Master ! " Maiy answereih. 

From out the lar and Ingnuit j'ears, '' 
How sweeter than the songs i^seen 
That tender ofi«ring of tears 1 
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So wu it done : one awfiil day and night A 

Sncalendued within that dRteless land) 
e liquid flame licked down, and ceasing, left 
Ashet and bones and fonulaa waste, wbere&oin 
The some-tiine splendor of a world had been. 
And he, the moon-nuu, whom the children know. 
The dijldlike hennit of this elder race. 
Was left alone. 

And now a bleak despur 
And KKTow nipped his blood, and he was fain 
To perish \>y hU cave. Bnt erst at eve 
He stood within a strange and windless plain 
And with lack-lustre gaze beheld where shone 
Through trackless leagues of space the clustered 

lights 
Of conscelladoni, idly looked upon 
Fixed stars of vibrant flickerings, did mark 
The cliangeless glow of planets in thdr path. 
Argent or gold or ruddy-faced like Mars : 
And saw, or deemed he saw, or dreamed he saw, 
A shape, that moved upon one orb, the earth, 
A silver cirque that lit die nether sky. 
Whereat a tmnor shook his spirit lax. 
And it grew cense : his soul was hung npm 
That shifting thii^, that blot against a star. 
Until he knew it for a mortal man 
And wept, and cried aloud, to dunk that he 
Was less companionless. 

Thereafter, diough 
His lot was gruesome and his sorrows lead 
Against lus heart, a kind of pendve calm 
73 
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A lm-^¥ Settled wi*M Mm •> ke wMchaA vm «b 
^ **»• Thro' yean a*il iwnping e}>«im, e*Hi n Nov. 
Noi k«l kc mU i» die, kKaue of tUi 
Wm^ wM^ aAd wsrd, ^i fcraotlH^ of«r «. 
Nb/, mkc be cvm Huled a mfwnt 't ipiwi, 
BAnlding ksK * dead of cbaily 
Was done 4 kaeioae imi) : ud oMce Us cja 
Looked dreamy in their socket! gaiun, kecinM 
An earth-poet' 1 fancy dut^Kd yon yellow ball 
An telcnm ividi thou iUm wMte girli, 
Tht a»rs. But stoat Ui iMOod Mt *orF9WWw4« 
And most kw ^h» w«n like tk« kotodeM wiad 
That HWWa afa^ tb« gables i» (he wgkl. 
Sleep doc* not visit lum &«» wnik to mi«(li ; 
Ma«4nke Bar pt^i^ SUf ttot Iuk kls aye* 
From earthward quest ; awake and lad, hq KCVis 
To yearn withiK hii paii«d and diia^ k^wtt 
For eatwmt frf' the warning in hii iun4 
To u» of e«Ftk, Iwt w< let Uwe Im \w, 
— That cryM*] cwdW *imd« tk« bop of hue 
And guile aad lack-of-Lova «Md loitB untamed — 
As did kij kindicd, so theii wnry case 
Be our* : remeiabcring that the (df-iato* £o4« 

' Shaped him and a* and aU. 

Be suck his tkougkta 
Or no, ke k«^s Ua viyl, and his front 
Looks dumbly down, — while I i^igaac at Un 
And wonder if kit brain be not disuunt 
With horrid weight of memory, ^loll hc (in4 
A final solacg ibr a bta fbriom. 
And moet with u* upon sonia Ughiai' tph«re 
To comnu^Kt once agui) with human kind 

74 
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By touch of hand and mouth and interchange '4 
Of words, a long withholden boon to him } 
So for the moon hag .whispered : here she stayi 
Her silver secrets, leaves me unappeated. 

Along came Science in a lurly mood 

Of introspection, harked awhile, nor spaiie. 

Frowned ominously, and then at length found 

That made but tatters of my peopled moon. 
The mid-air ship that bore my single fleece 
Of story. Tir a /», tjuoth he,_/ir *<*«■ 
Siate ebais teas then breath an jtnJtr »rb 
Nor m»vittg wight, nor stunJ af sfeetb ntr stng 
Tt male the meuntaim merry and the plains 
Fitttland thick with vwei: Nene tui bahts 
Jnd sucklings can bi ficled tvitb sueb a mjib. 
Whereat mine answer : Men are children still, 
And lave their Itgendi and thtir wander-lalet. 
Mtretver, eame the recard nalfram heaven, 
Frtm very heaven t^cn a claadless night f 
Sa, Science, leave me t» my conjuring 
Of moons and martals and tf olden days. 
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